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was the object of the moment. To be sure, he was some-
thing of a sight; but formerly beaten French admirals were
no rarity to us.

Mr. Morrice is gone to some mud-baths, I forget where.
Having been turning over my books since your postscript
arrived, I must hurry my letter, for I am not dressed, my
dinner is ready, my cousin Mr. T, "Walpole is with me, and
I shall not have time to say more after dinner.

2342.   To THE EARL OF STRAFFOBD.

Strawberry Hill, Aug. 16, 1782.

IF this letter reaches your Lordship, I believe it must be
conveyed by a dove ; for we are all under water, and a post-
man has not where to set the sole of his foot. They tell me
that in the north you have not been so drowned, which will
be very fortunate; for in these parts everything is to be
apprehended for the corn, the sheep, and the camps: but, in
truth, all kinds of prospects are most gloomy, and even in
lesser lights uncomfortable. Here we cannot stir, but armed
for battle, Mr. Potts, who lives at Mr. Hindley's, was
attacked and robbed last week at the end of Gunnersbury
Lane, by five footpads who had two blunderbusses. Lady
Browne and I do continue going to Twickenham Park; but
I don't know how long it will be prudent, nor whether it is
so now.

I have not been at Park Place, for Mr. Oonway is never
there, at least only for a night or two. His regiment was
reviewed yesterday at Ashford Common, but I did not go to

go to London, which was not till     sued their route to Mrs, Nugent's

Friday miorning, when he set  off     (the mother of Lady Parker) in Queen

with his state,  attended   by  the     Square, Westminster,  where  they

Admiral, who had previously sent     arrived about three   o'clock, from

an express to the G-eorge at Gtodal-     whence Count de Grasse walked up

ming to prepare dinner and beds;     to the Boyal Hotel in Pall Mall/

and on Saturday morning they pur-     (Ann. Meg. 1782, p, 216.)George,
